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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Just looked in at Canea for a minute or two to see 
them fairly started with the embarkation of the Turkish troops, and 
then made my way to Constantinople, where the Kaiser and the 
Sultan (cunning pair!) are doing it up pretty brown together. 
Something depressing and yet grimly humorous about the parading 
of this “friendship.” Makes “the manin the street ” angry when 
he don’t feel sick. 


CROSS (VERY CROSS!) AND CRESCENT. 


The Kaiser and the Sultan sit 
A-chumming up to rights, 
A-making merry days of it 
(And likewise merry nights) ; 
But it do seem a rummy thing 
To see them two a-gassin’— 
The ‘‘ mailéd-fisted Christian King,” 
And Mussulman ‘ Assassin ”’! 


Hurried back to welcome Mr. Chamberlain at Liverpool on his 
return from America, and round by Folkestone (opened the National 
Protestant Congress there) to Brighton. Saw Latham retain the 
tennis championship of the world at Prince’s Club against Pettitt. 
Saw the Sirdar review the British troops at Cairo (was ready to help 
him, but he managed quite well without my assistance). Attended 
St. Paul’s with the Guild of St. Luke the Physician, then off to 
North Shields and heard Sir Michael Hicks-Beach on Fashoda. 

Thursday.—Attended a lively meeting at Glasgow, where the 
‘students’? drove Professor Story from the platform by racket. 
This sort of amateur rowdyism awfully out of date, but Glasgow 
students not to be expected to know that, of course. Got the Hon. 
A. Stanley in for Ormskirk ; shed the light of my influence on Mr. 
Hawkins’s benefit at the Alexander Palace, and had a jolly evening 
at the At Home of the Institute of Printers’ and Kindred Trades at 
St. Bride’s Foundation, St. Bride’s Street, E.C. Had some 
delightful singing from Miss Edith and Miss Ethel Kelley, also Mr. 
Aubin Kelly, likewise Mr. W. H. Pocklington and others. Didn't 
go home till morning! 

Friday.—Kaiser reviewed the Turkish troops (wouldn’t go and 
help hint.—told him he might suit himself, if he wanted to, but I 
wasn’t going to make an ass of myself (!). Trafalgar Day— 
Marchand’s report reached Paris—curious coincidence. Decorations 
of Nelson’s Column very pretty, but evergreen ropes to the lions 
and wreaths and things round their heads rather comic effect— 
looked as if they were tied up and muzzled ! 

"TWAS IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 


With garlands green and steeplejacks 
And such like demonstrations, 

Let patriots true (and party hacks) 
Give victory oblations. 
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Norioz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in 











All praise (and more) that , they obtain 
To war’s heroic scions— 

But was it well to muzzle, chain, 
And curb those British lions?! 


Took the Lord Mayor to the Dairy Show and closed it up for them. 


Saturday.—Attended a lot of football matches, and steadily 
resisted all inducements to make me a referee. Assembled, with a 
lot of other volunteers, and took the Elcho Shield—once more won 
by the English team—to the Guildhall. Saw the Kaiser get a 
carpet given to him at Constantinople—will do to wipe the Turkish 
dust off his feet—if he likes. 


Monday.—Had a Press morning at the London Sketch Club's 
forthcoming first show. The JTondon Sketch Club is a new 
institution which meets on Fridays, and plays such games as 
“‘ (S)ketch as (s)ketch can” for two hours, after which the members 
“rag” each other’s work, and then go to supper and song with a 
good appetite for both. Their show is a good one, though far from 
all sketches (not that they deceive you about it), and well worth 
stopping to see when you get there. Also had a look at the Portrait 
Painters’ and Miniaturists’ show at the Grafton Gallery, and the 
R.S.B.A. in Suffolk Street—altogether had a good many pictures 
to-day. The Long Vacation came to an end, and I took the judges 
back to school (at the Law Courts) in procession as usual. Took the 
Lord Mayor-elect to Westminster, also to receive Her Most 
Gracious’s sanction of his appointment. 


Tuesday.—Went to see the flowers and fruit at the Westminster 
Aquarium—show of the Royal Horticultural Society—also the 
show of homing pigeons at the same place. Had a look at the 
pictures in the St. George’s Gallery, and also ran down to the 
Crystal Palace to see the cats. Went to Edinburgh and heard 
Lord Rosebery and Mr. Balfour at the University; to Birmingham 
and heard the Liberation Society; to Penrith and heard Max 
O’Rell, and to Perth and heard Canon Scott Holland—most of 
them ‘‘on Fashoda,” and the latter {very warm) on the Kaiser’s 
visit tothe Sultan. I really enjoyed myself among ‘em. Then 
went and opened the French Assembly. Expected exciting times— 
and got em. The usually-defeated-abroad French Army doesn’t 
like the licking it is getting at home, and (very natural in an 
army !) is determined to make a fight for it. 

THE FRENCH ASSEMBLY. 

The Army (rather trembly ?) 

In all its cheeky charms, 
Considered the “ Assembly” 

(It pons 4 ‘a call to arms’ 
In vulgar phrasing “ Amand 

And “ lummy” was the sight— 
The poor old Gallic Army 

Is spoiling for a fight ! 

THE Sporrer. 
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a lady witty and beautiful.” 
‘* What would ye, then—two plain fools together ?”’ 


Waftings from the Wings. 

A very stirring performance of Mr. Hamilton’s adaptation of 
Dumas’ The Three Musketeers was given at the Globe Theatre last 
Saturday week. Mr. Lewis Waller, in his character of Raoul 
d’Artagnan, gave one the impression that another William Terriss 
was with us, so vigorous and pronounced was his acting. Doubt- 
lessly we shall see him at the Adelphi, the home of melodrama. 
Miss Eva Moore is quite an acquisition ; she gave complete satisfac- 
tion in her rendering of Gabrielle. Miss Kate Rorke fulfilled the 
part of the heartbroken Queen of France with a pathos and devotion 
at once convincing. The chameleon-like part of Clarice was played 
by Miss Florence West, whose duplicity was greatly appreciated. 
Messrs. Roe, Goodhart, and Gurney secured vocife: popularity as 
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** No, no, Grannie; no fortune-telling to-day. You always say the same thing-- 


Blue Book, Yellow Book, 
White Book! 


By Our BENIGNANT BIBLIOPHILIST. 


BuvE Book and Yellow Book, 
And Yellow Book and Blue— 
And of “ fair and square” they an aspect 
wear, 
As tomes of State should do. 
| But Yellow Book and Book of Blue 
| Are made to wear a rosier hue 
Than the keenest Rougemont e’er did view 
On the deepest-dyed flamingo— 
| Are made to take the tinge of blood— 
| When mauled by those who think it good 
To pander to that “ great gawd Budd” 
Of firebrand fools—St. Jingo! 


Blue Book and Yellow Book, 
And Yellow Book and Blue— 
And, to feed men’s spite, the Jingoite 
Would rake those volumes 
€-.< through. 
British or French—I care not which— 
His curst complaint’s a cureless itch 
To goad his nation to the pitch 
2ugc’ Of giving les autres stingo: 
And Yellow Book or Book of Blue 
(As case may be) gives *‘ reasons true”’ 
Why deadliest war should straight 
ensue ‘ 
To the worshipper of Jingo ! 
Blue Book and Yellow Book, 
And Yellow Book and Blue— 
Anda Book of WhiteI would much delight 
To place between the two! 
I want two Powers as friends to meet: 
I want each Power each Power to greet, 
By turns in Gallia’s utterance sweet 
And Bull’s bluff Saxon lingo ! 
And I want each Power to write his name 
In the PURE WHITE BOOK OF PEACE, and 
shame 
And scout the blustering fiends who aim 
To exalt the horn of Jingo! 


| The British Association to 
| the New Crusoe. 
Ou, Henri, we are very grieved 
That wondrous tale which we believed, 
All those adventures you achieved. 
Have ended in a Grin. 
The British Ass’s word was law, 
And in your tale.we saw no flaw, 
The public now will cry He-haw, 
And every one will Grin. 
’Tis odd in such a faithless age 
The publisher should buy your page, 
Now he’ll be ina dreadful rage 
To find he’s caught a Grin. 
But since your tale has proved untrue, 
What can we British Asses do ? 
There’s nothing left except to rue, 
And bear it with a Grin. 








of this new theatre last Friday, upon. which occasion many 
theatrical and other notabilities were present. Great satisfaction 
was expressed with the building and its appointments, which are 
very sumptuous, 

Raphael Tuck and Sons Limited remind us of the flight of time, 
and that a new season with its Christmas and New Year cards, 
calendars, books, texts, and art novelties dawns upon us. For 
novelty, beauty, and finish, this firm claim that their ‘Little 
Harbingers of Joy”’ are in advance of all the predecessors, and 
more than ever possess distinguishing characteristics. 


‘* Nothing But Nonsense ” is a collection of humorous caricatures 
vividly remindful of the century’s early productions of this nature, 
such as ‘‘ Seymour's Sketches,”’ “Kenny Meadow’s Heads of the 
Peopl i the like. The explanation of each caricature, the 
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A New Catechism. 


(‘I have some very revolutionary ideas on the elementary teach- 
ing of children,” said the Bishop of London at a gathering of 
teachers at Zion College. ‘‘I should like to see the child given a 
vital explanation of such things as he is in the habit of seeing. 
For example, I would ask him what would happen if his father got 
drunk, and on this basis explain the origin and development of law 
and order.” —Daily Paper. | 


Q.—‘* What is your name?” 

A.—‘*M. or N.” 

Q.—‘* Does your father ever get drunk?” 

A.—‘* You can bet your bottom dollar on that.” 

Q.—‘* What happens when he is intoxicated ? ” 

A.—“ He chucks things at muvver.”’ 

Q.—‘ Is that wise of him?” 

A.—‘ No, it ain’t.”’ 

Q.—“* Why not ?” 

A.—‘** ’Cos muvver soon lets him know wot for,’’ 

Q.—'* How ?”’ 

A.—' She bashes the teapot on ’is ’ed.”’ 

Q.—* Is that legal?” 

A.—'‘No, it ain’t; it’s tin.” 

Q.—‘*‘ You misunderstand me. 
his skull ‘i 

A.—‘‘It couldn’t. Farver’s’ed's too bloomin’ thick.” 

Q.—‘* Never mind. Suppose she injured him severely in some 
way, would that be an indictable offence ? ” 

A.—‘‘ It’ld be a jolly good job.”’ 

Q.—* But, my good child, if your father were injured, your 
mother would be liable to be arrested. Now, why do I pay taxes 
to support the police force ?” 

A.—*’Cos you can’t ’elp it.” 

Q.—‘ Very true; but we support the force in order to maintain 
law and order. What are the duties of a policeman?” 

A.—* To run people in.” 

Q.—‘' Yes. Why does he run them in?” 

A.— To git made a sarjint.” 

@.— You are very thick-headed—like your father. 
magistrates punish drunkards ?” 

A.— ’Cos, if they didn’t, they’ld git the sack.” 

Q,—‘ You perverse little toad! Do you know that more than half 
the crime and the cruelty and the bad temper in this country is 
caused by drink?” 

A.—‘‘ No.” 

Q.—“* Well, lassure youitis. What have you to say to that?” 

A.—‘‘ I wonder you don’t turn teetotal! ”’ 

(Catechism adjourned sine die.) 


Supposing the teapot fractured 





Why do 








Oh! Poor Robinson Crusoe! 


Know ye the land where the highly-trained turtle 
Bears Louis Le Hugeone erect and sublime ? 
Where the baby-whales crow, and the wild parrots hurtle, 
And Louis puts in a most elegant time ? 
Ninety years—if not more—amongst cannibal kings, 
Mahogany maidens and other nice things— 
Crocodiles bested, and trees running water, 
And everything turning out just as it oughter. 
For diet, he lives on his wife’s labour’s fruit ; 
For clothes, he adopts Nature’s own bathing suit. 
’Tis the clime of the West, of marsupial and black, 
And Louis the nineteenth in triumph comes back, 
To give out on his friends, per ‘‘ Wide Whirled Magazine,”’ 
The things he has heard of, thought of, and seen. 
Oh, tall, as the tallest of trees ever grown, 
Are the yarns he can string in a style quite his own, 
Fearsome adventures, and all of them true. So 
Says Louis Munchausen de Selkirk de Crusoe! 
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What to do with our Bores! 


Wuy Nor Have ’Em ComMMITTED FOR CONTEMPT OF COURTESY ? 


[Judge Addison (to garrulous barrister): ‘‘ When I have heard a 
thing once, I know it. When I have heard a thing twice, I know 
it no better. When I have heard a thing thrice, I am sick of it!” 
(Laughter.)—See Newspaper.] 

Ir is said that all judges have patience like Job’s, 
But e’en judges find end to their patience ; 
And here’s Addiso1 ing two hands on two lobes 
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Now, an often-told tale would make tear-torrents roll 
From a rock; and we sympathise wholly 

With the grief of the great Addisonian soul, 
As we fancy him murmuring slowly : 


‘* When I’ve heard a thing once, I know it! 
When I hear a thing twice—oh, blow it! 
When I hear a thing thrice, 
Then I'll out with a slice 
Of my mind—* I am sick of it! Stow it!’” 


And we wish that the judge, having publicly made 
An attack on accurst iteration, 
Would persuade ‘‘ Father Antick ” to aid his crusade, 
And he’d earn the deep thanks of the nation. 
For there isn’t a thing on the face of the earth, 
Not a pest- not a plague—that can more 
Over-wrinkle our brows, or detract from our mirth, 
Than the object that’s known as A BORE. 
Neath his ofven-told tales how we've pined ! 
No release from our agonies bitter ! 
So we would that the great Addisonian mind 
Could empower us to say of that critter: 
‘* When I’ve heard the thing once, I know it! 
When it drops on me twice—oh, blow it! 
If it pesters me thrice, 
I’ll seek judge’s advice, 
And the judge will in Holloway stow it!” 


— —— 


Yet we find 


The Reason. 
Schoolmaster.—‘‘ Name one of the most important events in 
English history.” ; 
Schoolboy.— Please, sir, the Gunpowder Plot,” 
Schoolmaster.—‘‘ Why do you consider it important?” 


Schoolboy.—‘' Please, sir, because if there hadn’t been a Gun- 
powder Plot we shouldn’t have any guys, or fireworks, or bonfires ?”’ 
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UNMOTHERLY. 

Mrs. Jones (to lady after apartments, where her daughter can 
practice singing).—‘‘I shall be glad to let them to you if your 
daughter won't practice after seven in the evening, as that would 
disturb my baby.” 

Lady.—‘‘ Then, if y 


and distur! ir rest, we 





can stipulate that your baby shan’t cry 
. ; ) 


"ll take the rooms.’ 
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Daughter.—‘* Anything in the paper to-day, Ma?”’ 
Ma.—* More French fuss—Dreyfuss and Fussoda.”’ 
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Guy Fawkes a la Fashoda, 
M. DELCcAssE :— 
HvurRaH ! Once more we've beaten Bull, 
More Hinterlands we'll claim 
For, though his cup of wrath is full, 
He'll yield them just the same. 
Of war we only have to speak, 
And wink the other eye— 
The ancient game of bluff we play, 
And he’ll give colonies away, 
Nor ask the reason why ! 
For might is right and bluff is might— 
"Twill give old Bull a mortal fright 
To see our latest guy ! 


BaRON DE COURCEL: 


Yes, Bull will come to me and ask 
Whatever it may mean— 

Then mine will be the pleasant task 
Of playing go-between. 

I'll say, of course, Ido not know 
What you may contemplate— 

I'll add that I am sorely grieved 

That no instructions I’ve received 
From those who rule my State— 

But still, I'll say, views might be aired, 

That as a free-lance I'm prepared 
To—er—negotiate ! 


M. DeLcassE:— 


But first of all we'll take this guy 
And plant him up the Nile— 
Then of his prowess we will cry 





In our most lofty style 
We'll say he carried Frar 
Through regions yet unknown 


That wheresoe’er that flag’s unrolled 
By France that region is controlled, 
By France and France alone— 
We'll add that if the guy must quit 
We must make an exchange of it! 

I trust you catch the tone. 





BaRON DE COURCEL :— 
| Precisely, Sir, I understand 
Your simple little plot— 
| You yield a useless patch of land 
And claim a choicer spot. 
So I shall say, when I am asked, 
That I am not the State ; 
But that most useful it might be 
If Bull would have a chat with me 
His views to ventilate ; 
That, as for Peace we all should pray, 
Bull ought to talk of ‘‘ giving way ”’ 
And—er-— negotiate ! 


Boru (as they carry Guy) :— 


From source to mouth I claim it all; 

And, as I’ve had to pay, 

I’m sure that you must all admit 
I have a perfect right to it— 

Eh! What? Oh, come—I say! 
Possession ? Oh, is that your cry ? 
Possession? With that tawdry guy ! 

Come, take the thing away! 


Eh! What? Shall we negotiate ? 
Why, no! Sirs, that is flat—] 
There’s been a deal of talk of late, 
And I’m no hand at that. 
That guy you must remove at once ; 
Of that, Sirs, have no doubt! 
No bluster, Sirs, will move me now, 
So if you do not want a row, 
My warning do not flout— 
For if you do not take your guy 
Away at once—believe me—I 
Shall simply pitch it out! 








Holloa, boys! Oh, holloa, boys! 
here’s another guy ! 

Send him out exploring, and laud him to 
the sky! 

Never mind what Bull may say — keep 
your courage high, 

And holloa, boys! Yes, holloa, boys! 
For here's another guy ! 


For 


Descriptive. 


A wIFE describes the “ music” of her 
husband’s snoring as ‘like a trombone 
that has been out all night, caught a 
severe cold, and got dreadfully hoarse.” 








| (Enter P.C. John Bull Al hurriedly.) 


BULL (angrily) :— 
Just stop that blatant row; 
ut here ! 


Hi, there ! 


. ’ ’ ; 
We can’t have that 
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Vssce & 


Particular. 


Mrs. Faddle.—“ I wanta young woman 
with a perfectly spotless character.”’ 

tegistry Office Keeper (weary of Mrs. 

Faddle.—‘' Does it matter if she has a 


w spots r face, mum ?’ 
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GUY FAWKES A LA FASHODA. 


I CAN’T HAVE IT HERE!” 


J. BULL, A 1 (LOQ.).—“ NOW, THEN, MOVE ON WITH THAT RUBBISH; 











(For Carioon Verses see page 140.) 
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Cuaprer III, 


Our male parent 
has scored, decidedly 
scored, over the photo. 
business. The copies 
have come home. The 

! maternal didn’t look 

j well when she opened 
them, and talks about proceeding against the man for libel; they 
are not to be sent to the magazine. 

Raps breathed a sigh of relief when he heard the decision, grow- 
ing quite sentimental over it. 

**Taps,”’ he sobbed, *‘ did you ever see anything like it? I must 
have swallowed some of that developer. But it’s wonderfully like 
you, Taps, old boy.” 

“Raps,” I said, sternly, “not so much of it. You're the family 
swallower. Don’t you expect me to swallow that. Fancy thinking 
of entering a thing like that in a beauty show. One might almost 
as well send a pair of kippers.”’ 

“ Yes,” said Raps, dreamily, ‘‘ or three glass marbles.” 

es this constant allusion to the marbles is becoming distress- 
ing. Ever since the time when, in a moment of misplaced greed, 
od pean ted on those marbles, he’s done nothing but talk 
about it. ; 

They have given one of the photos to Susan and one to the lad 
cyclist. They owe Susan one for our little escapade in the road, 
but why the lady cyclist ? What has she done? 

Life was a little tame after the affair at the photographer's, till 
one morning Raps, whom I surprised assuming his favourite 
posture—that of the languid swallower (I may mention this is 
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“Yes!” sarp Raps, DREAMILY. 











’ 


** What?” I inquired, rather anxiously (he was playing with 
some tin soldiers at the time); ‘‘ you haven't really ——?” 


“No,” he answered, sighing; “they are beyond my powers. I 
have tried, but they somehow seem to stick.” 


“Then, what is it?” I inquired. 
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HoprEeD OUT OF THE Room. 


“T was thinking what a splendid time it would be to pay our 
respects to ‘Tom.’” (‘Tom ’ is the lady cyclist’s young man.) 


“ But he doesn’t like us,” I argued. 


“Taps,” he continued, “ you are just—dense! Hasy’t he come 
looking, oh, so nice, to talk to the lady cyclist, and hasn’t he got on 
a ihe pair of trousers, and, Taps, I ask you, haven’t we been 
eating bread and jam?” 

“Raps,” I said, ‘‘ I apologise, and you’re a genius. Lead the 
way.” 

We soon reached the drawing-room. 


“Tom” was there all right, and sowasthe lady cyclist. Imnever 
knew before that grown-up people “‘ maudled ” each other. 
Aunt Smithers always “‘maudles” us when she comes. Takes us 


on her knee, you know, and kisses us. Well, Aunt Smithers doesn’t 
— a chance at the game with the lady cyclist’s young man 
“Tom.” 

How we did pity her, and I don’t believe he gave her any sweets, 
he’s mean enough for anything. And he made her kiss him back, 
too. Aunt Smithers mever did that. I began to be rather 
alarmed. 

‘* Raps,’’ I said, ‘* shall we chance it? Supposing he tries Aunt 
Smithers’ game on us.” 

‘It’s worth the risk,” he answered sententiously ; “ let’s watch 
them for awhile, they haven’t seen us yet.” 

It was very interesting, though we couldn’t quite understand it. 
I’ve heard since it’s a called ‘‘ popping,” doubtless so called 
from the osculatory explosions. ; 

“Tom” started by saying something about “he never hoped,” 
and “ love in a cottage,” also “ what was enough for one is a feast 
for a dozen,” or something like that, and whether he “‘ dared hope” 
= said he seemed daring enough for anything). 

en the lady cyclist commenced her side of the argument, said 
she’d ‘‘ guessed it for a long time,’ and ‘turmed her head away 
saying ‘“‘ Yes!’ quite soft-like, and then, my word! There was 
@ lot of Aunt Smithering, which we both agreed as onlookers— 
who are supposed to see the best of the game—was rather 
monotonous, After a bit they both looked very grave, and she said, 
‘* Papa,” which made him look still more worried, and he said. 
“I suppose so,” and also “‘ Next month?” She laughed and said 
“No!” and “ trousseau,”’ and he replied “I forgot that,” and she 
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Then she ory men something to him, and he laughed and said 
boldly, “Oh, I don’t fear that. I shall tell him honestly, and go 
straight to the point at once and say——-What are those little 
brutes doing there?” 

The lady cyclist turned such a pretty colour, and hopped out of 
the room. For some reason or other she adopts this means of 

tting about since our adventure with the milkcart. “Tom” 

idn’t seem at all pleased, and wouldn’t give usa chance to embrace 

him. He stalked up and down the room, and then stopped before 

cadet muttering. I didn’t hear what he said, but (ee heard 
say: 

** You little whelps (or whelks was it ?). If only you were a year 
or two older, and could talk, you should have your nicknames 
imprinted all over you.” 

He evidently meant “ Raps and Taps,” but the maternal came in 
just then, and he calmed down. She shook hands with him and 
said she was “‘ very glad to hear it ” and “ when was it to be? ” 

Horror! Did she mean the tattooing ? 


‘* Aunt Smithers next week.” 




















The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 


FRANKI’S DILEMMA, OR BOWSKI AS COLD-COMFORTER, 


* Jy suis! J’y reste!” cried Franki— 
Said Bool—“ You'd better go 

Without more hanky-panky, 
I can't have this, you know. 

Your presence an offence is— 

It simply commonsense is 

That I who've borne expenses 
Must also boss the show.” 

“ J’y suis! J’y reste!” said Franki— 
** But let's negotiate !”’ 

Jon Bool replied—*“ No thankee, 
I really cannot wait, 

Of kindly invitations 

To weird negotiations 

With, so-called, friendly nations 
I’ve had too much of late!” 

* J’y suis! J*y reste!” yelled Franki— 
* My ally worships me!” 

Said Bool—* To such a prank he 
Is sure to disagree. 

Of help he’s always sparing ; 

But should he back your daring 

And act up to his swearing, 
Well, you and he will see!” 

“ y suis! J'y reste!” sobbed Franki— 
“TI got here first, you know!" 

Said Bool—* Who holds this bank, he 
Controls the rhe he” na 

Your talk is simply silly— 

It may be bitter-pilly, 

But, dash it, willy-nilly, 
You'll really have to go!" 

“ J’y suis! J’y reste!” wept Franki— 
“* My plans you shan’t prevent!" 

Roared Bool—* This hanky-panky 
You'll certainly repent!” 

Then all the earth went quaking 

For Bool meant mischief making— 

But Franki, French-leave taking, 
Took Bool’s advice and went. 


Ir will be remembered that during the triumphal progress of Bool 
and the Sphinx towards the Cape, those puissant animals met 
Franki, and urged him, for the sake of his health, to return to the 
bosom of his family. Well, Franki smiled so pleasantly, and put it 
so nicely, and was so very polite and ingratiating, and so very ready 
to explain everything at great length, that he persuaded Bool to 
allow him to remain where he was for a time until he could 
telegraph home and consult his family and his friends, and his 
illustrious ally. Meanwhile, as he politely said, he was prepared to 
enter into negotiations. But Bool, who has negotiated before with 
fatal results, declined to discuss anything. So Franki sent off tele- 
grams and messengers and dispatches, and Pe yon by himself. 

Directly Bowski heard of the muddle Franki was in, he ran over 
anxiously to make inquiries in person. as s¥z 
.._ »'* Of course,” said Franki, when they met, “of course, I shall rely 

upon ! . 2 & 

mr , of course,”’ murmured Bowski; “ you may rely pon me to 
almost any extent. I like being relied on, positively like it. And, 
so far as an encouraging smile and a little moral support goes— 
well—draw on me, my boy, and your drafts shall be honoured.” 

“‘Thanks! ” cried poor Franki, eagerly. ‘‘And you will, of 
course, attack Bool in the rear if he goes for me.” 

“Oh!” replied’ Bowski,’*‘ if’it comes to.attecking, don’t you 
know, really, upon my word, I can’t say, I really can’t say. ut 
I’ll think of it. I suppose you couldn’t retire gracefully—eh r 

Toa, « fy . ‘ r ‘ . I" « ; t 4 with Bool on one hanc 


Pea 


“Ah !” snapped Bowski; ‘ well, that’s better than being on the 
horns of a Bool, anyway.” 

ees ee 

as *‘m not much on ' meals, 
ns Aenea me meals, at short intervals, are enough for the 
likes of me! ”’ 

“But what I was thinking,” pleaded Franki, ‘‘ was this. If we, 

u and I together, you know, were to take a firm stand, I really 

ieve Bool would give way.” 

‘‘H’m,” snarled Bowski, “can't say I agree with you there. 
Between you and me Bool’s been giving way to such an extent 
lately that, ’pon my word, to ask to give way again seems to 
me to be a tempting of Providence, that’s how it st me. But I'll 
tell you what! Yow take a firm stand, and if he gives way I'll 
back you up; and if he doesn’t give way pull his nose, and I'll give 
you my moral support.” 

“ And that’s your idea of an alliance, is it?” chattered Franki. 

“My idea of an alliance,” retorted the great Bear, ‘is a system 
of give and take. For instance, you give me your money and I take 
care of it—or, I give you the honour of my acquaintance, and you 
take a higher position in consequence—or, again, you give Bool 
beans, and I’ll take what's left. “that's my idea of an alliance in a 
nutshell.” 

“Well, I like that!” complained Franki. “An ounce of 
artillery is worth a pound of moral support any day—and after all 
I've done for you-———”” 

“Done for me! ” growled Bowski in his haughtiest manner. 
“* Done for me! Haven't I let you kiss my paw in public? Haven't 
I introduced sound investments for your spare cash? And haven’t 
I put up with your dashed effusiveness, and your blanked democratic 
bad manners? And then you talk of what you've done for me!” 

‘‘T must say it’s hard, anyway!" sobbed Franki. ‘‘ Here have 
I been depending——” 

“ Yes, that’s all very well,”’ snapped the Bear, ‘‘ but if you think 
I’m going to be dragged into all your rows, you're mistaken. I’m 
all for peace and a quiet life, 1am! ‘ Bear and for Bear’ is the line 
I take, and I tell you candidly I don’t like the look of things at all. 
Here’s Bool, with his back up, foaming at the mouth. Here's 
Yankee talking of spread-eagling the Pacific! Here’s Ja Pan with 
an old score to settle! And here’s that beastly Puff Tuff pil- 


ising in Pear pea moped dayrdrypy ale and set things | 


umming with a lorer and a tri-coloured rag!’’ 

‘** But what can I do?” sobbed poor Franki. 

“Do?” yelled Bowski, indignantly; “do the best you can—but 
don’t drag me in, that’s all. If you think you can injure Bool, 
injure him, he’s a nasty meddlesome beast, and I don’t care what 
becomes of him. And, look here, I'll promise this, if you cripple 
him, I'll help dissect him Good-bye.” And with an abrupt 


see, 
- farewell, Bowski trotted off. ; 


“Well!” shouted Bool, as soon as Bowski had gone; “ time's 
up, which is it to be? Peace or war? Have it your own way but 
decide at once.” 

‘* Oh, please let us negotiate!” cried Franki. 

But Bool, without replying, crouched for a spring! and then—— 
but that is another story ! 














Fireworks. 


Ir is rumoured that a pice churchman intends to give a 
display of fireworks, etc., of which the following is the programme, 
on November 5th. Admission free. 

1, Battery of Romish candles, 

2. Procession of Ritualist guys. 


8. Flight of whistling and hooting rockets (highly recommended. - - 


to church-g ers attending services which do not meet with their 
approval), : » oe a 
4: Set- ting the Asperges drenching a oa ag 
5. Ascent of a balloon (filled with Bomentists gas), which will 
distribute a shower of crackers. 
6. “ Devil the Parsons” (an am re on ie 
















Bonfire, at wih ‘ :_ = 
During the a, | p of vocal and | 
music will . i, be ; * “ie exept an a 
1, Overture .. PP isascsas® oe “Ti Pin Libro*™™” 
ip Free Seat”*yr""" 
2. Comic song.. ee oe oo * Outsidesman.’ 
8. Fantasia... - as +. “The Vicar of Bray.” 
4. Song arid’ chorus *.. “The Rows of Last Summer.” 
5. March ve os ** March of the Men of K-ns-t.”’ 
aC 


Comic song . “Up I Came with My Little Lot.” 
‘’ Aftes the Braw] 9 
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“On 'Things in General.” 
By Mr. “Fun’s” WasHERWoMAN, 


AnoTHER French Ministry fallen | 
They calls the house “ Place de la Con- 
corde ” where they meets. They should 
invent some other name now. It’s all 
along of that ’ere Dreyfuss bisness and 
the ‘onner of the army, which they 
wants to sit on everythink. Poor 
France! she’s allus a bilin’ over like my 
copper, as is ever full of sumbody’s dirty 
linin. What’s to become of the 
Fashodour insident? They'll drop it 
and go graceful like. 

The Emperor of China ’as_ been 
‘*murdered” agin! ’E must be gettin’ 
used to it by now! 

The Emperor of Germany seems to be 
enjoyin’ ’is* tour; ’e ’as, soto say, been 
‘ridin’ the high horse”’ round the old 
walls of Constantinople on a splendid 
Arab thoroughbred. ’E also witnessed 
a review of 15,000 troops, but I bet ’e 
didn’t think much of ’em compared to 
’is warriors, an’ I also bet ’e didn’t say 
wot ’e thought. Willie can be diplo- 
matick, or otherwise—accordin’ to the 
state of ’is livur, I fancy. 

The individooal, Redmond, M.P., who 
sed in Dublin that if we went to war 
with France Irish sympathy woud be 
with the French, ought to be ashamed 
of hisself. ’E also called for “ three 
cheers for Marchand!” ’E forgot to 
call for “hisses for Redmond!” If I 
’ad of been there ’e woud ’ave ’ad ’em, 
though. Let Redmond speak for his- 
self; ’e don’t—thank goodness !—repre- 
sent the Irish naticn if ’e thinks ’e do. 

I see Mr. Ambrose is to be the addi- 
tional Under-Secretary of State for the 
Colonies, as there is so much more work 
on akount of the increase an’ develop- 
ment of our possessions. So the Old 
Country is still ‘all a-growin’ an’ 
a-blowin’ !”’ 
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The Jaundiced Eye. 
Apropos of a Notorious Yellow Book. 


WHEN on this fateful strife we muse, 
And ominous, indeed, it looks, 
We're quite convinced that jaundiced 
views 
Are to be found in yellow books ! 





AMBIGUOUS. 











He.—“I say, Mabel, I had a great compliment paid to me to-day.” 
Mabdel.—“ Well, what was it ?"’ 

He.—“ The Baron said I reminded him so of the German Emperor.” 
Mabel.—“ Oh, go to Jerusalem!” 








Didn't Fit. 
Qramp (whiningly).—* Mister, I’m 
subject to fits, an’.——” 
Waggle.—“ If you’re referring to your 





clothes, I can’t believe you.” 
















For Breakfast. 
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DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS 


Chocolat Menier 


al Sold Retall Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 
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